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At  the  Editor’s  Desk 

We  are  at  a disadvantage  in  getting  out  this  first  issue  of  the  Lake  Breeze,  for  we 
have  to  send  it  to  press  before  things  get  to  going  good,  and  you  fellows  don’t  get  to  read 
it  until  you’ve  been  here  for  a week;  we  are  not  apologizing,  just  explaining. 


How  do  the  new  song  books  strike  us?  Gee,  we’d  say  they  are  just  the  thing,  eh? 
Maybe  you  hadn’t  noticed  just  how  they  happened  to  be  so  well  adapted  to  our  needs. 
Did  you  ever  look  in  the  front  and  see  who  got  them  up?  Try  it. 


Coming  or  Going? 

Say,  guy,  how  are  you  coming?  Are  you  right  into  things?  Feel  natural,  and  right  • 
1 at  home?  Come  on  and  get  into  things.  The  whole  Camp  was  made  for  your  benefit 
and  you  are  a fellow  who  can  put  something  into  the  Camp  as  well  as  take  something 
out,  or  you  wouldn’t  be  here.  You  are  a real  leader  and  have  something  up  your  sleeve. 
Puli  it  out.  Don’t  wait  on  the  other  fellow,  do  it  yourself.  We  know  that  the  Canip  is 
organized  and  worked  up  to  the  highest  possible  point  of  efficiency  for  you,  but  it  is 
absolutely  helpless  without  your  cooperation. 

Got  a kick?  Say,  take  a look  at  yourself  first,  and  see  if  you  oughtn’t  to  kick  your- 
self. If  you  are  sure  that  the  trouble  is  with  the  other  fellow,  why  kick  and  kick  hard, but 
be  absolutely  sure  you  are  kicking  the  right  fellow  before  you  turn  loose,  for  the  chances 
are  that  the  main  trouble  is  that  you  aren’t  putting  everything  you  have  into  the  Camp. 

Nobody  knows  what  you  can  do  as  well  as  yourself,  so  take  an  inventory  of 
yourself,  and  then  go  to  it!  Got  the  idea?  Shake! 


Natural  or  Flat? 

On  the  back  of  the  registration  there  is  a sentence  that  reads  like  this,  “The  only 
rule  is  the  Golden  Rule.”  It  sounds  easy,  doesn’t  it?  But  did  you  ever  stop  to  think 
how  much  the  Golden  Rule  really  takes  in?  “Do  unto  others  as  you  would  that  others 
would  do  unto  you.”  In  other  words,  put  yourself  into  the  other  fellow’s  boots.  If  the 
other  fellow  is  just  half  your  size,  don’t  figure  that  you  can  hit  him  for  this  reason,  even 
if  you  wouldn’t  care  if  he  hit  you. 

Another  way  of  translating  the  Golden  Rule  is,  “Be  a gentleman.  Of  course  all  of 
us  are  gentlemen,  so  all  we  will  have  to  do  to  keep  ourselves  in  good  with  everyone  in 
the  Camp  is,  act  natural.  Come  on,  let’s  be  particularly  natural  while  we’re>ere.  |What 
say? 

A contribution  to  the  Camp  paper  is  one  of  the  requisites  of  winning  a gold  medal. 
Nuf  ced. 
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Wait  a Minute!! 


Hey  there,  guy,  wait  a minute!!  What 
did  you  think  of  Wednesday  night’s 
Council  Circle,  huh?  Say,  it  was  the  first 
thing  of  the  kind  I ever  saw  and  I was  sure 
surprised.  Some  stuff,  I claim.  Wonder 
where  they  ever  got  all  of  those  songs  that 
they  sing  around  here?  Great  gobs  of 
them,  I’d  say. 

Jack  Turner  sure  has  some  gang,  with 
his  Carlo  and  Karo  and  the  rest,  but  what 
if  he’d  been  in  that  other  gang  and  made 
the  third  Jack  in  the  pot?  Good-night!!! 

“Still  sits  the  schoolhouse  by  the  road,” 
but  the  thing  would  have  left  before  the 
story  was  completed  if  it  had  been  any- 
thing besides  “a  ragged  beggar  sunning,” 
eh?  Some  stuff!!  But,  say,  how  did  you 
like  artificial  Mary?  A neat  piece  of 
camoufiage,  what? 

It’s  all  of  it  great  stuff,  I claim!!  I sure 
did  like  the  meeting  our  tent  had  on  the 
beach,  Thurdsay  night,  didn’t  you?  I 
like  to  just  get  out  with  a bunch  of  fellows 
who  are  the  real  stuff  and  talk  about  my- 


self and  hear  the  other  fellows  talk  about 
themselves.  I don’t  know  why  I like  to 
tell  everything  I know,  but  somehow  it 
just  makes  you  feel  closer  to  a fellow,  don’t 
you  think?  And  these  fellows  up  here  are 
the  kind  that  you  like  to  have  for  friends, 
aren’t  they? 

And  that  talk  of  Mr.  Williams’,  Thurs- 
day night.  Didn’t  it  just  make  you  feel 
like  you  could  conquer  anything?  Say, 
I know  that  it  multiplied  my  “pep”  by 
at  least  three  hundred  per  cent.  Gee!! 
Ain’t  it  great  to  be  under  men  with  as  much 
drive  and  “pep”  and  enthusiasm  in  them 
as  this  bunch  of  leaders?  I just  feel  that 
at  last  I’ve  found  a place  where  everyone 
understands  me  and  everyone  will  give 
me  a Chaffee' Jo  do  something,  and  a place 
where  it  will  be  easy  to  make  good,  if  I 


work  hard  enough.  Gee!!  I’d  just  like  to 
tackle  something  hard  now!! 

But  come  to  think  of  it,  I’ve  tackled 
something  that  is  really  hard,  right  now. 
By  George!!  Old  man,  we’re  going  to 
have  to  put  everything  we  have  into  this 
Camp  and  make  good!!  And  while  that 
does  seem  easy  sometimes,  I believe  when 
we  try  to  be  outstanding  among  this  bunch 
of  fellows  it’ll  keep  us  humping. 

Say,  there’s  the  bell!!  Let’s  go,  it’s  up 
to  us!!!  


HILLSIDE  THE  FIRST. 

Say,  fellows,  Wednesday  night’s  Hill- 
side Inspirational  sure  was  an  inspiring 
thing.  Under  the  trees  of  beautiful  old 
Conference  Point  you  can’t  help  but  get 
next  to  the  spirit  and  commune  with  Him, 
in  the  right  way.  These  are  the  impres- 
sions of  a first  year  camper  of  the  first 
Hillside  gathering. 

We  went  down  there,  we  first  year 
fellows,  not  knowing  what  to  expect.  True, 
we  knew  that  there  would  be  sentence 
prayers  and  songs,  but  the  thing  that 
opened  our  eyes  was  the  responsive  spirit 
of  that  gang.  Hardly  had  we  gotten  down 
when  the  song  service  opened,  led  by 
Kawinjag,  and  it  wasn’t  only  just  singing, 
but  those  fellows  worked  their  jaws  for  a 
“hoo-la-de-chunk.”  Then  Kinji-Gesis  re- 
called the  old  campers  now  in  the  service 
truly  the  Camp  has  furnished  its  quota 
of  some  of  the  finest  all-around  fellows 
that  Uncle  Sam  has  helping  to  make  the 
world  “safe  for  democracy.” 

Then  Kinji,  by  an  illustration  of  his 
experiences  as  an  officer  of  a ship,  showed 
us  fellows  the  necessity  of  making  Jesus 
our  “motive  power”  in  steering  our  lives 
through  life’s  sea. 

We  left  the  Hillside  feeling  a closer  re- 
lationship to  our  big  brother  Jesus,  and 
thankful  for  our  opportunity  of  partici- 
pating in  the  first  Hillside  Inspirational. 
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The  First  Factor 

By  EARLE  A.  BROOKS 


Geneva  est  divisa  in  partes  tres;  and  these 
three  contributing  factors  are  the  Place, 
the  People,  and  the  Presence  of  God. 
The  first  factor  is  great;  the  second  is 
greater;  and  the  third  is  greatest.  Of 
these  three  factors,  God,  the  choice  older 
hoys  and  girls  of  America,  and  the  great 
outdoors,  is  Geneva  made. 

Everyone  who  has  attended  the  Camp 
of  the  Hundred  Fires  or  the  Camp  of  the 
Four-Fold  Life  is  drawn  by  a compelling 
lure  to  return  again  to  this  favored  place 
on  the  shores  of  Lake  Geneva;  and  often 
we  ask.  What  is  this  indescribable  spirit 
that  draws  me?  What  is  this  irresistible 
invitation  that  comes  to  me  every  day  in 
the  year?  It  is  the  spirit  of  Lake  Geneva; 
it  is  a voice  that  urges  to  come  and  walk 
along  the  shore  path,  among  the  great 
trees,  where  surroundings  are  perfect,  in 
companionship  with  chosen  leaders  and 
teachers;  it  is  the  call  to  a new  life  of 
leadership  and  service,  “where  every  pros- 
pect pleases,”  where  no  discordant  notes 
distract,  and  where  there  is  daily  dem- 
onstration of  boys  and  girls  increasing  in 
wisdom,  and  stature,  and  in  favor  with 
God  and  men.  Each  of  the  three  great 
facers  has  a part  in  this  Spirit  of  Geneva, 
and  the  voice  of  all  is  heard  in  the  call 
that- our  Great  Chief,  Kinji,  has  sent  forth. 

To  get  a new  vision  of  God  on  the  hill- 
side and  to  walk  with  Jesus  by  the  side 
of  the  lake  is  of  supreme  importance;  to 
mingle  with  the  older  boys  and  girls,  to 
share  in  their  games,  to  walk  and  talk  and 
study  with  them — these  are  among  the 
chief  pleasures  and  duties  of  the  Camps; 
but  we  must  not  fail  to  see  with  keen  eyes, 
and  to  hear  with  discerning  ears,  and  to 
drink  in  with  eager  hearts  the  things  of 
, the  outdoors.  That  is  a part  of  our  duty 
and  that  is  a part  of  our  pleasure  at  Con- 
ference Point.  The  Presence  of  God  is 
greatest;  the  young  People  from  many 
states- n;nd  provinces  are  greater;  but  the 
Place  is  great.  For  ages  on  ages  it  has 
been  preparing  for  us.  The  hills  were  piled 
up  by  a mighty  Hand,  the  valleys  furrowed 
out  between,  the  trees  and  wild  fiowers 
planted  there,  the  waters  fell  from  the 
clouds  and  fiowed  in  from  the  hills  and 
formed  the  lake,  the  insects  were  created 
to  crawl  and  fly  and  buzz,  and  the  birds 
were  sent  to  sing  in  the  trees.  Have  you 
seen  these  wild  things  of  our  haunt  up  on 


Lake  Geneva?  Have  you  gathered  the 
purple-flowered  loosestrife  down  in  the 
swamp,  or  picked  dainty  bunches  of  for- 
get-me-nots down  by  the  bridge,  or  walked 
among  the  great  masses  of  wild  bergamots 
up  in  the  woods?  Have  you  seen  the 
squirrels  among  the  oak  trees  or  the  little 
gophers  up  on  the  hill?  Have  you  listened 
for  the  song  of  the  wood  thrush  or  gazed 
with  intent  eyes  into  the  tree  tops  to  see 
the  many  species  of  interesting  birds? 
Have  you  watched  the  myriads  of  dragon 
flies  down  by  the  edge  of  the  water?  Or 
have  you  learned  the  twelve  secrets  of  the 
woods  carved  and  painted  on  the  fireplace 
of  the  Tipi  by  the  skilled  hand  of  Black 
Woh?  These  are  some  of  the  joys  of  our 
Camps  and  this  is  the  first  factor  of  our 
life  at  Lake  Geneva' — not  the  first  in  im- 
portance, but  the  first  in  a list  of  things 
that  culminate  in  the  Presence  of  God  on 
every  hand. 

A good  breath  of  fresh  air,  long  walks 
in  the  open,  a view  of  the  lake,  the  sound 
of  the  songs  of  birds,  and  esthetic  and 
economic  studies  in  the  things  of  Nature 
are  very  necessary  to  the  development 
into  the  Four-Fold  Life.  The  Place  gives 
exceptionally  good  opportunites  for  these 
things.  I have  not  seen  a better  locality 
for  applied  woodcraft  than  that  which  we 
have  on  the  grounds  of  Conference  Point. 

Here  are  great  men  and  women  who 
know  the  life  of  boys  and  girls;  here  are 
trees,  birds,  flowers,  and  grass  in  abundance ; 
here  is  a lake,  the  sun,  and  the  blue  sky; 
here  are  games,  and  hikes,  and  boats; 
here  is  the  beginning  of  a new  life. 

If  we  would  advance  into  the  fullness, 
of  life,  we  must  do  as  our  Master  did.  It 
was  His  custom  to  go  into  the  mountains, 
to  walk  in  the  fields,  to  consider  the  lilies, 
and  to  speak  often  of  the  things  of  Nature. 

“Into  the  woods  my  Master  went. 

Clean  forspent,  forspent. 

Into  the  woods  my  Master  came. 

Forspent  with  love  and  shame. 

But  the  olives  were  not  blind  to  Him, 

The  little  grey  leaves  were  kind  to  Him, 
The  thorn  tree  had  a mind  to  Him: 

When  into  the  woods  He  came.  ^ 

Out  of  the  woods  my  Master  went. 

And  He  was  well  content. 

Out  of  the  woods  my  Master  came,  ^ 
Content  with  death  and  shame,” 
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Sport 

Crowfeet? 

Blackfeet? 

Dakotas? 

GET  SET!  GO!! 

The  Tribes  are  very  well  balanced  this 
year,  and  the  race  for  the  shield  will  be  a 
good  one.  The  Tribe  that  wins  will  be 
the  one  that  plays  hardest,  fairest,  and 
the  one  whose  braves  are  willing  to  dare 
the  most.  Dare  and  fair  are  the  two  words 
that  dominate  all  of  the  athletics  on  Con- 
ference Point. 

Every  brave  in  any  of  the  six  Tribes  is 
a man  who  is  a good  winner  as  well  as  a 
good  loser,  and  a man  who  will  fight  to 
the  end  no  matter  what  kind  of  chances 
it  seems  he  has. 

The  Tribes  are  divided  as  follows: 

Blackfeet,  John  “Stud”  Stewart,  Chief, 
Tents  A and  G and  Lake  View. 

Crowfeet,  Jack  Taylor,  Chief,  Tents 
B and  H and  Hillside  C. 

Susquehannas,  Ben  Knight,  Chief, 
Tents  C and  I and  Hillside  A and  D. 

Dakota,  Lowell  Miles,  “from  home” 
Chief,  Tents  D and  Ivy  and  Plaza  E. 

Iroquois,  Herbert  Bectel,  Chief,  Tent 
E and  Bethel  and  Plaza  A. 

Navajo,  Horace  Troop,  Chief,  Tent  F, 
Oak  Arbor  and  Plaza  D. 

The  Tribes  have  gotten  a good  start, 
and  by  every  brave  in  each  Tribe  getting 
into  everything,  whether  it  be  in  the 
Council  Circle,  or  on  the  playground,  or 
in  the  classroom,  each  Tribe  will  have  a 
good  chance  of  winning. 


YOUR  CHANCE. 

The  sport  page  of  the  Lake  Breeze  is 
expecting  to  be  crowded  in  the  next  issue, 
for  oy  the  time  it  goes  to  press  all  of  the 
tournaments  and  leagues  will  be  running 
finely.  Sport  in  the  Camp  of  the  Four- 
Fold  Life  means  lots  of  things.  Of  course, 
in  the  first  place,  there  is  the  baseball, 
both  indoor  and  outdoor,  and  both  of 
these  games  will  count  a lot  in  the  winning 
of  the  trophy.  The  thing  that  will  count 
in  any  of  the  contests  is  the  will.  There 


Page 

Iroquois? 

Navajos? 

Susquehannas? 


can’t  be  a great  amount  of  skill  in  indoor 
baseball,  although  one  must  have  sense 
enough  to  use  his  head  and  also  enough 
skill  to  connect  occasionally,  but  if  a 
fellow  goes  into  a game  and  decides  that  he 
will  show  something,  he’s  got  a very  good 
chance. 

Then  there’s  the  tennis,  quoits,  or 
horseshoe  tournaments,  and  even  croquet 
for  those  who  have  the  nerve  to  stand  the 
strenuous  nerve-racking  and  courage- 
testing excitement  of  it.  Aquatics  take 
a great  part  in  the  Camp  athletics.  Long 
distance  swimming,  speed  swimming,  under 
water  swimming,  diving,  rowing,  and  many 
other  water  sports  enter  into  the  aquatic 
meet. 

There  is  the  track  meet  also,  and  it 
means  a lot  to  the  fellows  who  can  run  or 
jump,  and  in  fact  is  the  test  that  is  given 
for  the  physical  requirements,  as  far  as 
skill  goes,  for  the  medal. 

There  is  no  need  for  any  fellow  to  say 
that  he  can’t  do  anything,  for  there  is 
something  mild  enough  for  the  most  timid 
and  something  daring  for  the  dare-devils. 
If  your  Tribe  wins,  will  it  be  on  account 
of  you? 


“Now,  Brudder  Bogus,”  a trifle  se- 
verely, said  the  old  negro  Parson  Bagster, 
addressing  a brother  who  was  given  to  pro- 
longed and  stentorian  supplications, 
“I’m  fo’ced  to  remind  yo’  dat  politeness  am 
dess  as  fittin’  in  pr*i’r  as  it  am  in  de  parlor, 
and  dar  ain’t  no  call  to  holler  at  de  Lawd 
like  he  was  a blind  boss;  de  Lawd’s  young 
yit,  sah,  and  dar  ain’t  nothin’  de  matter  wid 
his  bearin’.  And  ag’in,  what  counts  in 
pra’r  am  not  length  but  depth — yo’  isn’t 
prayin’  dess  to  ’stablish  a long  distant  rec- 
ord; and  fuddermo’  dar’s  no  needcessity 
o’  tollin’  all  de  news  dat’s  gwine  on, 
uhkaze  de  Lawd  reads  de  papers.  When 
yo’  goes  to  de  Lawd  in  pra’r,  don’t  stay  all 
day;  de  Lawd,  lemme  tell  yo’,  alius  has 
bizness  on  hand,  and  ain’t  got  no  time  to 
visit.” 
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Whiffs 


Last  year  we  called  this  page  of  the 
Lake  Breeze,  “Gusts,”  but  this  year  we 
are  afraid  if  we  did  some  of  you  ginks 
would  call  it  disgusts,  so  we  are  going  to 
give  you  this  part  of  the  breeze  in  whiffs, 
instead. 


Mojag  suggests  that  if  every  fellow  in 
the  Camp  would  spend  about  fifteen  min- 
utes in  cleaning  out  the  rocks  along  the 
shore,  at  the  pier,  they  could  be  cleaned 
out  very  easily.  Come  on,  what  are  we 
good  for?  Let’s  get  the  things  out  of  the 
way. 


On  the  train  coming  up  to  the  lake  from 
Chicago,  Gilly  sticks  his  head  out  of  the 
train  window  and  asks  one  of  the  inhab- 
itants of  the  omlet  (small-sized  hamlet) 
who  was  the  mayor  and  who  drove  the 
street  car. 

“I’m  the  mayor,  and  I drive  the  street 
car,  too,  by  Heck,”  was  the  answer. 

“Oh,”  says  Gilly,  “I  didn’t  know  that 
they  still  had  horse  cars  here.” 

Poor  Mojag,  we  certainly  do  appreciate 
the  acuteness  of  the  case  of  weary  home- 
sickness blues  that  he  must  have,  and  we 
sure  do  miss  Mrs.  Bowmar  and  Charlotte; 
here’s  hoping  that  they  come  soon. 


Matthew,  Mark,  Luke,  and  John  all 
wrote  their  histories  of  Jesus  and  all  of 
them  left  out  any  criticism  of  anyone;  not 
even  Judas  was  criticized.  And  some  of  us 
criticize  our  friends.  Why? 


The  scene:  Playground. 

The  time:  Any  time. 

Personale  Dramatis:  A Tribe  Chief — 

Ben  Knight;  Noitall — Some  one  else. 

The  action  starts,  the  Chief  rushes  across 
the  ground,  he  trips,  and  falls. 

Noitall — “Light  a candle.  Knight  has 
fallen.” 


In  the  Council  Circle: 

“What  do  you  call  your  best  girl?” 

“I  caU  her  up.” 

“What  does  she  call  you?” 

“I  never  get  far  enough  away  for  her  to 
have  to  call  me.” 


Some  one  asked  if  the  Lake  Breeze  could 
blow;  we’d  just  like  to  say  that  if  the  per- 
son who  wants  to  know  will  tell  us  who  he 
is  we’d  be  delighted  to  deal  him  a blow  and 
let  him  see  for  himself. 


To  all  of  the  boys,  notice:  Camp  Eleanor 
is  a beautiful  camp  just  a little  ways  from 
Camp,  and  there  are  many  young  ladies 
there,  and  they  like  the  camp  life  fine.  We 
just  wanted  to  let  you  know  so  you 
wouldn’t  have  to  take  the  trouble  to  go 
over  and  see  for  yourselves. 


The  smallest  motor  boat  makes  more 
noise  than  the  largest  lake  steamer.  Do 
you  produce  noise  or  the  goods? 


Those  who  dive  in  the  lake  usually  get 
wet.  Moral,  use  a bathing  suit  when 
swimming. 


No  matter  how  much  steam  you  have, 
you  have  to  put  them  over,  and  no  matter 
how  much  power  you  have  in  your  swing, 
you  have  to  connect  if  you  want  to  pro- 
duce results. 


You  can’t  start  a wave  in  only  one  di- 
rection, it  will  go  in  all  ways  in  spite  of 
you. 


One  piece  of  meat,  one  piece  of  butter, 
three  teaspoonfuls  of  sugar.  All  right, 
Herbert,  if  we  can  send  the  rest  to  pickle 
Bill  in,  take  it,  we’re  not  starving  yet. 


We  have  a 2600-foot  water  front  now, 
and  thirty  acres  of  land.  We’re  getting 
to  be  “some  punkins,”  it  would  seem. 


We  were  certainly  glad  to  have  Mr. 
Pearce  with  us  and  his  welcome  sounded 
good.  It  will  pay  us  to  remember  this  part 
of  it  forever. 

“Make  good!  1 That’s  the  biggest  thing 
you  can  do,  God  bless  you,  for  you  must 
live  and  make  democracy  safe  for  the 
world  while  the  boys  ‘over  there’  make  the 
world  safe  for  democracy.” 
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CONFERENCE  POINTERS 


Who’s  Who 


Headquarters  Staff. 

John  L.  Alexander  (Kinji-gissis),  Di- 
rector. 

Herman  Bowmar  (Mojag),  Business 
Manager. 

J.  R.  Marcum  (Kawinjag). 

R.  A.  Waite  (Waonspeakye). 

Van  Carter  (Tac-wac-en-waste). 
Sterling  L.  Williams  (Wichada). 

M.  A.  Honline. 

Preston  G.  Orwig  (Wadjepi). 

Frank  E.  Mayer  (Etut-botsots). 

Earle  Brooks  (Can-wi-cawsa). 

W.  H.  Kendrick  (Wa-ja-tipi). 

Group  Leaders. 

Myron  C.  Settle. 

S.  B.  Fares. 

S.  R.  Tyler. 

Mr.  Kenny. 

Dr.  Bowden. 

Mr.  Cartwright. 

Mr.  Fletcher. 

Student  Leaders. 

H.  H.  Cammack. 

Francks  L.  Bouquet. 

John  O.  Stewart. 

John  Taylor. 

Ben  Knight. 

Lowell  Miles. 

Herbert  Bechtel. 


Horace  W.  Troop. 

Galt  Schrader. 

Carl  Bolte. 

Graduate  Leaders. 

Franklin  Mayer,  Director  of  Athletics 
and  Aquatics. 

A.  Louis  Gilmore,  Associate  Music  Di- 
rector. 

Ellis  Rece,  Editor  of  Lake  Breeze. 

The  Ladies’  Auxiliary. 

Mrs.  John  L.  Alexander. 

Mrs.  Herman  Bowmar.  * 

Mrs.  R.  A.  Waite. 

Mrs.  Frank  E.  Mayer. 

Mrs.  Preston  G.  Orwig. 

Mrs.  Earle  Brooks. 

Mrs.  Phoebe  A.  Curtiss. 

Miss  Mabel  Curtiss. 

Miss  Bonita  Ferguson. 

Miss  Helen  Palk. 

Miss  Helen  Moffett. 

Miss  Elsie  Margaret  Clark. 

Miss  Holmquist. 

Miss  Frey. 


*Mrs.  Bowmar  had  not  arrived  in  Camp 
at  the  time  of  writing  but  was  expected  to 
arrive  as  soon  as  the  condition  of  her 
daughter,  Charlotte,  who  was  ill  with  the 
whooping  cough,  allowed. 


My  Own  Hymn  to  Greater  America 

{Composed  and  copyrighted  1917  hy  Chas.  J.  North.  All  rights  reserved.) 


From  the  crests  of  Thy  frozen  mountains. 
To  the  sands  of  Thy  tropic  sea; 

In  our  many  tongues  and  voices, 

We  are  raising  our  hymn  to  Thee. 

The  stars  with  their  glory,  immortal, 

Shine  out  from  the  measureless  blue. 

To  gild  Thy  Flag  with  the  story. 

Of  all  that  is  brave  and  true. 

The  goldenrod  blooms  in  Thy  valleys. 

And  the  sagebrush  roots  in  Thy  plains. 
The  pine  looks  out  from  Thy  mountains. 

In  the  sunshine,  and  snows  and  rains. 

In  wisdom.  Thy  men  gi‘ow  braver 
In  beauty,  Thy  women  grow  strong. 
Thy  children  are  learning,  ever, 

The  battle  of  right  with  wrong. 


As  the  springs  run  down  to  the  rivers. 
And  the  rivers  flow  down  to  the  sea; 

So  the  lives  of  Thy  sons  and  daughters, 
Flow  down  in  their  strength  to  Thee. 

When  the  clouds  of  danger  gather, 

They  will  rally  to  guard  Thy  path, 

■ Like  the  rushing  of  mighty  waters. 

And  the  storm  in  its  whirling  wrath. 

We  can  see  in  Thy  waving  Emblem, 
The  symbol  of  all  that  is  free. 

And  we  lift  it  high  in  the  heavens. 
Where  all  in  the  world  can  see. 

We  pray  that  in  mercy  and  goodness. 
Its  colors  shall  stay  unfurled. 

Till  Thy  radiant  dream  of  justice. 

Is  the  vision  of  all  the  world. 


